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MDCC XXXVI. 


FRAOLOUUTE | 
By Mr. Dryden. Spoken by Mr. Betterton. 


Q URE there's a Dearth of Wit in this dull Town, | 
When filly Plays fo ſavourily go down: | g 


As when Clipp'd Money paſles, tis a ſign ys T. 


A Nation is not over-ſtock'd with Coin. | | 
Happy is he, who in his own Defence, 

Can write juſt level to your humble Senſe ; 

Who higher than your Pitch can never go : | 

And doubtleſs, he muſt creep who writes below. 

So have ſeen in Hall of Knight, or Lord, 

A weak Arm throw on a long Shovel-Board, 

He barely lays his Piece, bar Rubs and Knocks, 

Secur'd by Weakneſs not to reach the Box. 855 

A Feeble Poet will his Bus'neſs do; . | 
Who {training all he can, comes up to you : 5 
For if you like your Selves, you fike Him teo. 

An Ape his own dear Image will embrace; 

An ugly Beau adores a Hatchet Face : 

So Some of you, on pure Inſtinct of Nature, 

Are led, by Kind, t'admire your Fellow Creature. 


In Fear of which, our Houſe has ſent this Day, . 


Tinſure our New-built-Veſlel, calld a Play. 
No ſooner nam'd, than one crys out, Theſe Stagers 
Come in good Time, to make more Work for Wagers. 
The Town divides, if it will take or no, | 
The Courtiers bet, the Cits, the Merchants too; 
A Sign they have little but elſe to doo 
Betts, at the firſt, were Fool-Traps ; where the Wiſe, 
Like Spiders, lay in Ambuth for the Flies; 
But now they're grown a common Trade for all. | * 
And Actions, by the News-Book, Riſe and Fall, 8 
Wits, Cheats, and Fops, are free of Wager -Hall. - 
One Policy, as far as Lyons carries; 
Another, nearer home, ſets up for Faris. 
Our Betts, at laſt, wou'd ev'n to Rome extend, 
But that the Pope has prov'd our Truſty Friend. 
Indeed, it were a Bargain worth our Money, 
Cou'd we inſure another Ottoboni. 
Among the reſt there are a ſharping Sett, 
That pray for us, and yet againſt us Bett: 
Sure Heav'n itſelf is at a loſs, to know 4 
If theſe wou'd have their Pray'rs be heard, or no 
For in great Stakes, we piouſly ſuppoſe, a 
Men pray but very faintly they may loſG. 
Leave off theſeWagers ; forin Conſcience ſpeaking, 
The City needs not your new Tricks for Breaking : 
And if you Gallants loſe, to all Appearing 
You'll want an Equipage for Volunteering 3 
While thus, no Spark of Honour left within ye, 
When you ſhou'd draw the Sword, you drawthe Guinea 
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' - FN UR Scenesno ſoft Italian Air diſpenſe 5 _ 

| Guiltleſs of Meaning; Innocent of Senſe: 

| But lo! a Feaſt! for Britith Palates fit 
TTis PurcelPs Muſic, ſerv'd with Dryden's Wit! 
Old Merlin's Ghoſt Riſes with honeſt Rage 
To mend your Taſte, and vindicate the Stage: 
Superior Magic here inchants your Souls, | 
And feeble Thrills with manly Charms controuls! 

To Night the Sage my raptur'd Breaſt inſpires, 

And the Muſe labours with the Prophet's Fires! 


; Hear, Albion's Sons !---by me the thall unfold 
„What to fam'd Arthur he reveal'd of Old ! | w 
ö Dire Wars ſhall waſte our Realms through various Reczus 


Of conqu' ring Saxons and invaſive Danes 
Lo! Civil Rage, and Diſcord light their Brand; 
See! the fell Furies half conſume the Land ! 
___---- What Holy Fires, infatiate to devour ! 
> Religious Butchery ! and Mitred Pow'r | 
hut, now -I lee----wrapt into diſtant Times. 
(He ſprings to Light) a Prince to purge our Crimes: 
With Regal ſtate to joyn the gen'rous Mind; 
And riſe the Benefactor of Mankind! _ 
See, Strife and Faction grin with hideous Yell! 
See, the chain'd Monſters {hrink within their Cell! 
He comes, he comes .- Old Ocean hears the Word,. 
Smooths his rough Face, and hails his Sovereign Lord! 
„Io other Worlds the Britiſh Thunder rolls, 
q Beholds New Stars, and viſits both the Poles ! 
) Nou ſhall fair Commerce, Arts, and Wealth explous, 
| And her Sails whiten Earth's remoteſt Shore! 
While Heav'n-born Juſtice breaks Opprethon's Bands ; 
And lifts her Scales with uninclining Hands ! 
Let Purple Tyrants the ſcourg'd Globe deface, 
And riot in the Blood of Human Race | | 
MWar's Ravage ; 'Fhouz O warhke Prince, reltrain! 
Be thine the Glories of a Milder Reign | 
Guardian, as Arbiter, of Peace reftor'd, 
Save bleeding Europe from the ruthleſs Sword! 
Of Sacred Liberty great Patron Shine ; ER, 
Aud prove by Godlike Worth the Right Divine 
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Dramatis Perſons. 


M 1 N. | 
King Arthur. | Mr. Bertertin. 
Oſwald, King of Kent, 1 Saxon. 4 Mr. Williams. | 
Conon, Duke of Cornwa Tribus to Hh 
King $4. 4 93 . Mr. Heagſow. : 
Merlin, 4 famous Inchanter. | Mr. Kynaſton. 2 
Oſmond, a Saxon Magician. Mr. Sandford. 
Aurelius, Friend to Arthur. Mr. Alexander. | | 
: AlbanaR, Captain of Arthur's Guards, Mr. Bowen. F 
Guillamar, Friend to Oſwald. Mr. Harrir. 
n 

Emmeline, Daughter of Conon. Mrs. Bracegirdle. 
Matilda, her Attendant. Mrs. Richardſon. 
Philidel, an Airy Spirit. Mrs. Butler. | 
Grimbald, an Eartkly Spirit. Mr. Bowman. 


Officers and Soldiers, Singers and Dancers. | 


SCENE in Kent. =1 


— — ö —————ͤ rl! —-— - — — — — 


oY 1 E N. 
King Arthur. Mr. Johnſon. 
Oſwald. Mr. Giffard. +: 
Conon. e. Havard. 
Merlin. Mr. Roſco. 
Oſmond. Mr. W. Giffard. | 
Aurelius. Mr. Richardſon. % 
Albana&. | Mr. Woodward. © 
Guillamar. Mr. Hamilton, 
| WOMEN 4 
Emmeline. Mrs. Giffard. | 3 
Matilda. Mrs. Hughes. 5 
Philidel. Mrs. Hamilton. 13 
| Grimbald. Mr. Lyon. F 
Officers and Soldiers, Singers and Dancers. 1 
SCENE in Kent. : 
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MER Li N the Britiſh Inchanter. 
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Ar SCENEL 
Enter Conon, Aurelius, AlbanaRt. 


. C O N O N. 
av HEN this is the deciding * to fix 
e Great Britain's Scepter in great Arthur's 
Hand. 
Aur. =y put it in the bold Inyader's 
Arthur 7} Oſwald, and their different 
—_—_ | 
Are weighing now within the Scales of Heaven. 
Con. In ten ſet Battles have we driven back 
Theſe Heathen Saxons, and regain'd our Earth. 
As Earth recovers from an Ebbing Tide, 
Her half-drown'd Face, and lifts it o'er the Waves, 
From Severn Bank, even to this Barren-Down, 
Our foremoſt Men have preſs d their fainty Rear, 
And not one Saxon Face has been beheld; 
But all their Backs, and Shoulders have been ſtuck 
With foul diſhoneſt Wounds; ; Now here, indeed, 
Recauſe they have no farther Ground, they ſand. 
7. 


— —ä—— — 


$ Mi the Britiſh Incbanter. 
W 


. Well have we choſe a happy Day for Fight; 
For every Man, in courſe of Time, has found 
Some Days are lucky, ſome unfortunate. 

- M6. Bur why this Day more lucky than the reſt? 
Com. Becauſe this Day. 55 
P faered to the Patron of our Iſle; 
A Chriſtian, and a Soldier's annual Feaſt. 


416. Oh, now I underſtand you: This is St. Georgs | 


of Cappadocia's Day. Well, it may be ſo, but Faith I 
was ignorant; we Soldiers feldom examine the Ru- 
brick; and now and then a Saint may happen to ſlip 


by us : But if he be a Gentleman Saint, he will for. | 


ive us. | 
a Con. Oſwald undoubtedly will fight it bravely. 
far. And it behoves him well, 'tis his laſt Stake. 
But what manner of Man is this Oſwald? Have ye 
ever ſeen him? I Alb. 


Alb. Ne'er but once; and t hat was to my Coſt too; 
I follow'd him too cloſe, and to ſay the Truth, ſome. | 


what uncivilly, upon a Rout: but he turn'd upon 


me, as quick and as round, as a chaf'd Boar; and 
gave me two Licks a-croſs the Face, to put me in 
Mind of my Chriſtianity. - 5 
Con. I know him well; he's free and open-hearted. 

Aur. His Country's Character: That ſpeaks a German. 

Can. Revengeful, rugged, violently brave; 

And once reſoly'd, is never to be mov'd. 

Alb. Yes, he's a violent Dog; Pox on him. 
Con. This was the Character he then maintain'd, 
When in my Court, he ſought my Daughter's Love; 
Ny fair, blind Bunn. — © +» *| 


Al. I cannot blame him for courting the HeireG | 


of Cornwall : All Heirefles are beautiful; and as blind | 
as ſhe is, he would have had no blind 3 of her. 
Aur. For that Defeat in Love, he iaiſed this War. 
Ere Ofwald moved his Suit. 5 | 
Can. Ay, now Aurelius, you have nam'd a Man 


For Royal Arthur reign'd within her Heart, | 
i 
One, whom beſides the Homage that I owe, 


- 


As Cornwall's Duke, to his imperial Crown, 
T wou'd have choſen out, from all Mankind, i 
To be my ſovereign Lord. 
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King AxTHUR: Or, 9 
Aur. His Worth divides him from the Croud of 


So born, without Deſert to be ſo born; [Kings.: 
Men, ſet a-loft, to be the Scourge of Heaven; 


And with long Arms, to laſh the Under-World. 


Con. Art bur is all that s excellent in Oſwald ; 


| And void of all his Faults : In Battle brave, 


But ſtill ſerene in all the ſtormy War, 


| Like Heaven above the Clouds; and after Fight, 


As merciful and kind to vanquiſh'd Foes; 


As a forgiving God. But ſee, he's here, 


| And Praiſe is dumb before him. 


Enter King Arthur, reading a Letter, with Ateinlents. 
Arth. [Read; uz. ] Go on, auſpicious Prince, the Stars 
are kind : | 
Unfold thy Banners to the willing Wind; 
While I, with airy Legions help thy Arms; ; 7 
Conf:onting Art with Art, and Charms with Charms. 
So Merlin writes; nor can we doubt th'Event, [Te Con. 


With Heav'n and you, twa Friend; Oh noble Canon, 
Lou taught my tender Hands the Trade of War: 


And now again you helm your hoary Head, 

And under double Weight of Age and Ar ms, 

Aſſert your Country's Freedom and my Crowo. 
Con. No more, my Son. 
Arth. Moſt happy i in that Name! 

Your Emmeline, to Oſwald's Vows refus'd, 

You made my plighted Bride : - 

Your charming Daughter, who like Loye, born blind, 


Un- aiming hits, with ſureſt Archery, 
And innocently _— 


Con. Remember, Son, 


Lou are a General. other Wars require you, 


For ſee the Sacon Groſs begin to move. 
Arth. Their Infantry embatte!'d, ſquare and cloſe, 
March ficmly on, to fill the middle Space : 
Cover'd by their advancing Cavalry. 
By Heav'n, 'tis Beauteous Horror: 
The Noble Oſwald has provok'd my Envy. 

Enter Emmeline, led by Marilds. 
Ha! Now my Beauteous Emmeline appears, 
A new, but Oh, a ſofter Flame inſpires me: 
Even Rage and Vengeance ſlumber at her Sight. 

B Con, 


10 Meli r the Britiſh Inchantes. 
Con. Haſte your Farewel; Ill chear my Troops, 


and wait ye. [xr Conon. 
Em, O Father, Father, I am ſure you're here; 
Becauſe I ſee your Voice. 


Arth. No, thou miſtak'ſt thy Hearing for thy Sight: 
He's gone, my Emmeline ; 
And I but ſtay to gaze on thoſe fair Eyes, 
Which cn view the Conqueſt they have made. 
Oh Srar-light Night, dark only to thyſelf, 
But full of Glory as thoſe Lamps of Heav' n 
That ſee not, when they ſhine. 
Em. What is this Heay'n, and Stars, and Night 
and Day, 
To which you thus compare my Eyes and me ? 
L underſtand you, when you ſay you love: 
For when my Father claips my Hand in his, 
That's cold, and I can feel it hard and wrinkl'd ; 
But when you graſp it, then I ſigh and pant, 
And ſomething ſmarts and tickles at my tTearr. 
Arth. Oh artleſs Love! where the Soul moves the 
Tongue, 
And only Nature ſpeaks wha Nature rhinks! L 
Had ſhe bur Eyes! 
Em, Juſt now you faid I had : 
I fee em, I have two. 
Arth. But neither ſee. 
Em. Im ſure they hear you then : 
What can your Eyes do more ? 
Arth. They view your Beauties. 

Em. Do not I ſee ? You have 4 Face, like mine, 
Two Hands, and two round, pretty, riſing Breaſts, 
That heave like mine. 

Arth. But you deſcribe a Woman. 

Nor is it Sight, but Touching with your s 
e. Then tis my Hand that ſees, and that's all one: 
For is not Seeing, Touching with your Eyes? 

Arth. No, for I ſee at Dif 


E:. If you can fee fo far, and yet not touch, 
I fear you ſee my naked Legs and Feet 
Quite through my Clorkes ; pray do not ſee fb well. 


Arts. 


ance, where I touch not. | 


ps, 


MN, 


it; 


E-.. 


Black Eyes, and Snow-white Forehead ; all the Colours 
That make your Beauty, aud produce my Love. 


I love you dearly, withour all theſe Helps: : 


t 


Juſt ſuch a one as you. 


And Itell you how 3 Sound on't looks. ; 
Ic looks as if it had an angry fighting — 


1 One Kiſs of your fair Hand, the Pledge of Conqueſt, 


King ARTHUR: Or, 11 


Arth Fear not, ſweet Innocence: 
J view the lovely Features of your Face ; 
Your Lips Carnation, your dark ſhaded Eve-brows, 


Em. Nay, then, you do not love on equal Terms : 


T cannot ſee your Lips Carnation, : 
Your ſhaded Eye-brows, nor your Milk-white Eyes. 

Arch. You rl miſtake. 

Em. Indeed I thought you had a Noſe and Eye, 
And ſuch a Face as mine; have not Men Face: ? 
Arth. Oh, none like yours, fo excellently fair. 

| Em. Then wou'd I had noFace ; for I wou'd be | 


Arth. Alas tis vain t' inſtcuct your Innocence, 
You have no Notion of Light or Colours. 
[ Trumpet; ſounds within. 
Em. Why is not that a Tan 
8 th. Yes. | 
Em. | kne v it. 


Arth. Tis now indeed a ſharp unpleaſant Sound, 
Becauſe it calls me hence, from her I love, 
To meet Ten thouſand Foes. 

Em. How does ſo many Men e'er come to meet? 
This Devil Trumpet vexes em, and then 
They feel abour, for one another's E aces z 
And fo they meet, and kill. 

Arth. I'll tell ye all, when ye have gain'd the Field; 


And ſo a ſhort Farewel. 
[Kifſcs her Hand, and Exit with Aurel. Alb. and 
Attendants. 
En, My Heart and Vows go with him tothe Fight: 


May every Foe be that, which they call blind, 
And none of all their Swords have Eyes to find bim. 


But lead me nearer to the Trumpet's Face; 


For that brave Sound upholds my fainting Heart 3 


And while I hear, metbinks I fight my Part. 
Leit. led by Matilda. 
B 2 The 


12 MEARLIxX, the Pritih Inchanter. 

The SCENE repreſcuts a Place of Heathen Worſhip; the three} 0 
Saxon Gods, Woden, Thor, and Freya, placed on His 
Penacfals. An Altar. | | | An 

| Enter Oſwald a Oſmond. ml 
Of. Tis time to haſten our myſterious Rites; Fu 

Becauſe your Army waits you. ( 

Owſ. Thor, Freya, Moden, all ye Saxon Powers, - 

5 Mal ing three Bows before the three Image:... W 
Ilear and revenge my Father Heng is Death. 1 
_  Ofm. Father of Gods and Men, great den, hear: A 


Mount thy hot Courſer, drive amidſt thy Foes; 
Lift high thy thund'ring Arm, let every Blow C 
Daſh out a miſ-believing Bites Brains. | 0 
Oſw. Father of Gods and Men, great Woden hear ; | e 
Give Conqueſt to thy Saxon Race, and Me. Ee OP 
Oſin. Dor, Freya, Moden, hear, and ſpell your Saxons, | 
With Sacred Runick Rhymes, from Death in Battle, 
Edge their bright Swords, and blunt the Eritons Darts. 
No more, Great Prince, for fee my truſty Friend, 
Who all the Night has wing'd the dusky Ar. 
___ Grimbald, 4 flerce earthy Spirit, ari(cs. 


— } _— 1 


| What Ne 5, my Grimp.:ld ? 

_ Grim. I have plaid my Part; 

For I have ſteel'd the Fools that are to die, 

Six Fools, ſo prodigal of Lite and Soul, 

That, for their Country, they devote their Lives 
A Sacrifice to Mother Earth, and Moden. | + 
Oſn. Tis well ; but are we ſure of Victory? 
_ Grim. Why ask'ſt thou me? : 

Inſpect their Intrails, draw from thence thy Gueſs : | 

Blood we muſt have, without it we are dumb. 

Oſm. Say, where's thy Fellow-ſeryant, Philidel? 
Why come not he? . 8 
Grim. For, he's a puling Spright. | 

Why didſt thou chuſe a tender airy Form, 

Unequal to the mighty Work of Miſchief ? 
His make is flitting, ſoft, and yielding Atomes ; | 

He trembles at the yawning Gulph of Hell, 3 
Nor dares approach the Flame, leſt he ſhou'd ſinge 
- Ma gacdy When d - - 
He ſighs when he ſhou'd plunge a Soul in Sulphur, 

As vith Compaſſion touch'd of fookſh Men. el 

11 | 
__ 


*S 
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ßen. What a half Devil's he ? 
His Errand was, to draw the Lowland Damps, 
And noiſom Vapours, from the foggy Fens : 


Then, breathe the bale ful Stench, with all his Force, 


Full on the Faces of our Chriſtaed Foes. 

Grim. Accordingly he drein'd thoſe marſhyGrounds; 
And bagg'd 'em in a blue peſtiferous Cloud; - 
W hich when he thou'd have blown, the frighted Elf 
Eſpy'd the red Croſs Banners of their Hoſt ; ; 


N * ſaid he durſt not add to his Damnation. 


Ofin. Fil puniſh him at leiſure. 
Call in the Victims to propitiate Hell. 


Grim. That” $ my kind _ 1 mall breakfaſt on 
'em. 


Crimbald goes to the Dvor, and re-enters with foe 8 
in white, with Swords in their Hands. They range them- 
ſelves three and three in Oppoſition ts each other, Tie 

| * of the Stage is fill d with Prieſts and Singers. 


Oden, fr/# to thee, 
A milk-white Steed, in B. He won, 
We 3 ſacri; gc. | 


Chor. We have ſacrific'd. 
Ve. ſ. Let our next Oblution be 


To Thor, thy thund ring * 
Of ſach another. 
Chor. We have ſacrific'd 


yo Veiſ. A third, (of Eriexland 1 Breed was he) 


To Woden's Wife, and to Thor's Mother: 
And now we hawe atton d all three, 
We have Jr's. 


Chor. We have ſacrific'd. 


 2Voc. The white Horſe neigh'd aloud. 
To Woden Thanks we render, 
To Woden we have wow'd. 


Chor. 27 Woden, our Defender. 


[The four laſt Lines | in 1 Chorus: 


| ver. The Lot is caſt, and Tanfan pleas'd : 
Chor. Of mortal Cares you ſhall be ear'd, 


Brave Souls to be renown'd in Story. 
Honour prizing, 
Death deſpi ſing, 

Fame acquiring, 


14 Menrrix, the Britiſh Inchanter. 


By cxp.ring, 
Die, and reap the Frait of Glory : 
Brave Souls to be renown'd in Story. 
vert = I call ye all 
To Woden's Hall ; 
Tour Temples round 
With Ivy bound, 
T1 Gablets crown'd, 
And plenteous Bowls of burn ſb d Gold ; 5 
| Where you ſhall laugh, 
Aud dance, and quaff 
The Juice, that make the Britons bold. 


{ The fre Saxons ave led off * tte Prieſts, in order ta. 


be ſac fe d. 
Oſm. Ambitious Fools we are, 
And yet Ambuion is a godlike Fault: 
Or rather, tis no Fault in Souls born great, 
Who date extend their Glory by their Deeds. 
Now Brit any prepare to change thy State, 
And from this Days begin wy Saxon Date. 


[Exeunt Omner. 


A Battle 3 to be given behind the Scenes, 


with Drums, Trumpets, and military Shouts and 


3 After which the Britous, expreſſing 


ar Joy for theViJory, ſing this Song of Tritory. . 


Ome if you dare, aur Trumpets ſound ; 
| Come if you dare, the Foes rebound : 
ie come, we come, we come, we come. 
Says the double, double, double Beat of tie thund ring Dr zm. 
Now thcy chorge on amain, 
Now they rally again: 
The Gods from above the mad Labour beho!s, 
And pity Mankind that will periſh for Gold. 
| Tie fainting Saxons quit their Ground, 
Their Tran pets langu:ſh in the ound ; ; 
The „ Fury ff . the they 5 
be. Vida 3 bold Britons oy. 
Nom the Viory's won, 
70 the Plauder we run: 
We return to our Laſſes like fortenate Traders, 
Tian pious 11. oli of the danguiſb a aue 75. 


ACT 


. | 
, 


That draw thee nearer Heav'n. 


And wiſhing fill, for yet I dare not pray, 


Ling ARTHUR: Or, 15 
A & & 4+ 44 . 4 . th A . . 4 . K r th 
ACT. SCENE L. 
n 
2 HILID EI. 


AL AVS, for Pity, of this bloody Field ! 


Piteous it needs muſt be, when I, a Spirit, 
Can have ſo ſoft a Senſe of humane Woes! 
Ah! for ſo many Souls, as but this Morn 


Were cloath'd with Fleſh, and warm'd with vital 1 


But naked now, or ſhirted but with Air. (Blood, 
| Il Merlin, with Spirits, deſcends to Philidel, 
n a Chariot drawn by Dragons, 
Mer. What art thou, Spirit? of what Name or Order? 
(For I have view'd thee in my magick Glaſs, ) 


| Making thy Moan among the Midnight Wolves, 


That bay the ſilent Moon: ſpeak, I conjure thee. 
"Tis Mcrliz bids thee, at whoſe awful Wand, 
The pale Ghoſt quivers, and the grim Fiend gaf;s. 


Poi. An airy thape, the tend'reſt of my Kind, 


The laſt ſeduc'd, and leaſt deform'd of Hell; 


Half white, and ſhafff'd in the Crowd, I fell, 


Deſirous to repent, and loth to ſin; 
Aukward in Miſchief, piteous of Mankind. 


My Name is Philid.l, my Lot in Air, 


Where next beneath the Moon, and neareſt Heav'n, 
I ſoar, and have a Glimpſe to be receiv'd, | 
For which the ſwarthy Demons envy me. 
 Mcv. Thy Buſineſs here? 

Phil. To ſhun the Saxon Wizard's dire Commands, 
Oſmond, the aw full'ſt Name next thine below, _ 
Cauſe I refus'd to hurl a noiſom Fog 5 


On Chriſten'd Heads, the Hue and Cry of Hell, 
Ils rais'd againſt me, for a fugitive Spright. 


Mer. Oſmond ſhall know, a greater Power protects 
But follow thou the Whiſpers of thy Soul, (these; 
And, as thy Place is neareſt to the Sky, Ee: 
The Rays will reach thee firſt, and bleach thy Soor. 
Poll. In hope of that, I ſpread my azure Wings, 


I ba.k 
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J bask in Day-light; and behold ws Joy 
My Scum work outward. and my Ruſt wear off. 
| Mer. Why, tis my hopeful Devil; now mark me, 
T will employ thee, for thy future Good : (Philidel, | 
Thou know'ſt, in ſpite of valiant Oſwala's Arms, 
Or Oſmond's powerful Spells, the Field is ours —— 
Phil. Oh Maſter! halfen : 
Thy dread Commands; for Gr:mbald is at hand, 
Oſmend's fierce Fiend ; I ſnuff his earthy Scent : 
The conquering Britons he miſleads to Rivers, 
Or dreadful Downfals of unheeded Rocks; 
Where many fall, that ne'er ſhall riſe gam. 
Mer. Be that thy Care, to ſtand by falls of Brooks, ; 
And trembling Bogs, that bear a green Sword-ſhow. 
Warn off the bold Purſuers from the Chace: 
No more, they come, and we divide the Task. 
But leſt fierce Grimbald's pond'rous bulk oppreſs 
Thy tender flitting Air, Pll leave my Band 
Of Spirits with united ſtrength to aid thee, 
And Force with Force repel. * 33 
[Exit Merlin on his Chariot. Merlin's Spirit? 
5 ſtay with Philidel. „ | 
Enter Grimbald in the Habit of a Shepherd, follow'd by © 
King Arthur, Conon, Aurelius, Albana&, and Sol- 
dicrs, who wander ot a diſtance in the Scewes. 3 
Grim. Here, this Way, Britons, follow Oſwald's flight. 
This Evening as I whiſtled out my Dog, 
To drive my ſtraggling Flock, and pitch'd my Fold, 
I ſaw him dropping ſweat, o'er-fabour'd, ſtiff, 
Make faintly as he could, to yonder Dell. 
Tread in my ſteps: long Neighbourhood by day 
Has made theſe Fields familiar in the night. 
Arth. I thank thee, Shepherd; 5 
Expect Reward, lead on, we follow thee. 
Phil. ſings. Hirber this Way, this Way bind, 
5 Vuſt not that malicious Fiend. : 
Thoſe are falſe deluding Lights, 
Wafted far and near by Sprights. 
Truſt em not, for they ll deceive ye; 
And in Bogs and Marſhes leave 9e. 
Chor. of Phil: Spirits. Herber this Way, this Wiy bend. 
Chor. of Grimb. Spirits. This tay, this tay bend. 
3 NY | 5 | | — 
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Phil. ſings. If you ficp, no danger thinking, 
Down you fall a farlong ſinking : 
'Tis a Fiend who has anzoy'1 ye; 


Chor. of Phil. Spirits. Hither this way, this way bend. 


Chor. of Grimb. Spirits. This way, this way bend. 
Fhilidel's Spirits. Truſt not thut malicious Fiend. 
Grimbald's Spirits. Truſt me, I am no malicious Hend. 
Philidel's Spirits. Hither this way, &c. x 55 
Con. Some wicked Phantom, Foe to human Kind, 
Alba. Til follow him no further. [deſpite. 
Grimb. ſpeaks. By Hell ſhe ſings em back, in my 
T had a Voice in Heav'n, ere ſulph'rous ſteams 
Had damp'd it to a Hoarſeneſs: but Tl] try. 


He fin gs. Let not a Moon-born Elf miſlead je 


From your Prey, and from your Glory, 
Too far, alas, he has betrav'd ye: | 
Follow the Flames, that wave before ye : 
Somctimes Sed u, and ſometimes One; 
Hurry, hurry, 2 hurry on. 
See, ſee, the footſteps plain appearirg, 
That way Oſwald choſe for flying : 
Firm is the Turf and fit for bearing, 
Mere yonder pearly dews are lying, 
Far he cannot {ence be gone; 
Hurry, hurry, harry, hur q on. 


Aur,” Tis true, he ſays ; the foorſteps yet are freſh 


Upon the ſod, no falling dew-drops have 


Diſturb'd the Print. LAll are going to follow Grimb, 
Philidel ſings. Hither this way. 5 


O 


Chor. of Phil. Spirits. Hither this way, this way bend. 


Chor. of Grimb. Spirits. This way, this way bend. 


 Philidel's Spirits. Traſt not that malicious Fiend. 
_ Grimb. Spirits. Truſt me, I am ns malicious Fiend, 
 Philidel's Spirits. Hither this way, &c. 


| 1 [They all incline to Philidel. 
Grim. ſpeaks. Curſe on her Voice, I muſt my Prey 


Thou, Fhilidel, ſhalt anſwer this, below. (forego; . 


[Grimbald inks with a flaſh. 
C Arth. 
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Arth. At laſt the Cheat is plain; 
The Cloven-footed Fiend is vaniſh'd from us ; ; 
Good Angels be our Guides, and bring us back. 
| Phil. ſinging. Come folow, follow, follow me. 
Chor. Come follow, &c. CL LY 
Aud me. And me. And me. Aud me. 
Verſ. 2 Voc. And Green-Sw:rd all Jour way ſhall be. 
Chor. Come follow, &c. 
Verſ. No Goblin or Elf ſhal dare to offend ye. Hh. 
Chor. No, no, no, &c. 1 
No Goblin or Elf ſhall dare to offeud ye. 
Verſ. 3 Voc. We Brethren of Air, | 
Nu Heroes wil bear 
To the Kind and the Fair that attend ye. 
Chor. Ve Brethren, &c. 
(Philidel and the Spirits go off ſonging, wito Ki ng 
| Arthur and the reſt in the middle of them. 
Enter Emmeline led by Matilda. Scene, Pavilion. 
Em. No News of my dear love, or of my father ? 
Mat. None, Madam, wy ince the gaining of the Battel: 
Great Arthur is a Royal Conqueror now; 
And well deſerves your Love. 
Em. But now I fear 
He'll be too great, to love poor an me. 
If he be dead, or never come again, 
I mean to die: But there's a greater Doubt, 
Since I ne'er ſaw him here, 
How ſhall I meet him in another Worl] ? 
Mar. I have heard ſomething, how twoBodies meet; 
mos how Souls join, I know not. 
I ſhould find in | 
For | ſurely I have ſeen him in my Sleep; ; 
And then methought, he put his Mouth to mine, 
And eat a thouſand Kiſſes on my Lips. 
Sure by his Kiſſing I could find him out, 
Among a thouſand Angels in the Sky. 3 
Mat. But what a kind of Man do you ſuppofe [ 


—_—" 


him? 


Em, He muſt be made of the moſt precioug | 
Things, 


And ] believe his Mouth, and Eyes, and Cheeks, 
And Nole, and all his F ace, are made of Gold. 
Mat. 


Chor: All the Day, &c. 
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Mat. Heav'n bleſs us, Madam, what a face you 
make him ! 


If it be yellow, he muſt have the Jaundice, 


And that's a bad Diſeaſe. 
Em. Why then do Lovers give a thing fo bad 


As gold, to Women, whom fo well they love? 


Mat. Becauſe that bad thing, gold, buys all good 
things. 
Em. Let Ijmuſt know him better : of all Colours, 
Tell me which is the pureſt, and the ſofteſt. 
Mat. They ſay tis black. 
Em. Why then, ſince gold is hard, and yet is 


recious, 
His Res muſt all be made of ſoft, black gold. 


Mat. But. Madam 
Em. No more; I have learn'd enough for once. 
Mat. Here are a Crew of Kentiſh lads and laſſes, 


Wou' d entertain ye, till your Lord's Return, 


bay —_ and Dances, to divert your Cares. 
ring 'em in, 
For "tho I cannot ſee the Songs I love em; 
And loye, they tell me, is a dance of hearts; 
Enter S hepherds and Shepherdeſſes. 
5 Firſt Shepherd ſings. 
How bleſt are the Shepherds, how happy their Laſer; 
While Drums and Trumpets are ſounding Alarms ! 
Over our lowly Sheds all the Storm paſſes; 
And when we die, "tis in each others Arms. 
All the Day on our Herds, and Flocks employing : 
All the Night on our Flutes, and in Enjoying. 


II. 

Bright Nymphs of Britain, with Graces attended, 
Let not your Days without Pleaſure expire 5 3 
Honour” s but empty, and when Muth is ended, 
All Men praiſe you, but none will deſire. 

Let not Youth fly away without Contenting 3 
Ae will come time enough, for your Repenting. 


Chor. Let not Touth, &c. 


(Here the Men offer their flutes to the Woe 
men, which they refuſe, 


c 2 2 She» 
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2 Shepherdeſs. 
Shepherd, Shepherd, leave Decoying, 
Pipes are ſweet, a Summer's Day; 
But a little aſter Toying, 
Mom en have the Shot 1 pay. 
TY II. 
Here are Marriage-Vows for ſigning, 
Set their Marks that cannot write : 
Aſter that, without Repining, 
Play and welcome, Day and Night. 
[Here the Women give the Men Contracts, which 
they accept. | 
Chor. Ceme, Shepherds, I. ad up a lively Meaſure 3 
of all. & The Cares of Medlock, are Cares of Pleaſure 3 
But whether Marriage bring Joy, or Serrow, 
Make ſure of this Day, and hang To-morrow. 
[The Dance after the Song, and Exeunt Shep- 
| herds and Shepherdeſſes. mac. 
Exter on the other ſide of the Stage, Oſwald, and Guilla- Of 
Oſw. The Night has wilder'd us; and we are falln _ 
Among their foremoſt Tents 
Sul. Ha! what are theſe ! 
They ſeem of more than vulgar Quality. „ 
Em. What Sounds are thoſe ? They cannot far 
Where are we now, Matilda? [be diſtant: 
Mat. Juſt before your Tent. 3 5 
Fear not, they muſt be Friends, and they approach. 
Em. My Arthur, ſpeak, my Love; are you return'd 
To bleſs your Emmelins ? | | | N 
Oſw. (:o Guilla.) I know that Face : 
Tis the ungrateful Fair, who ſcorning mine, 
Accepts my Rival's Love: Heav'a, thou'rt boun- 
Thou ow'ft me nothing now. l 
Mat. Fear grows upon ner 
Speak what you are; ſpeak, or I call for Help. 
Oſw. We are your Guards. (Voice. 
Mat. Ah me! We are betray'd; 'tis Oſwalas 
Em. Let m not ſee our Voices, and then they 
not find us. „„ 
Oſw. Paſſions in Men oppreſs'd are doubly ſtrong. 
take her from King A tbar; there's Revenge: 
If he can Icve, the buoys my Sinking * H 
; Me 8 
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Good Reaſons both: Pil on — fear nothing, 


You ſhall be ſafe. (Ladies, 
(Oſwald and Guillamar ſeize Emmeline and Mari]. 
Ein. and Matil.] Help, help! a Rape, a Rape! 
 Ofw. By Heav'n ye injure me; tho force is us'd, 
Your Honour ſhall be facred. | 
Em. Help, help, Oh Britoxs help. 
Oſw. Your Britons cannot help you. 


This Arm, thro? all their Troops, thall force my 
Vet neither quit my Honour nor my Prey. (way; 


p | (Exdant, the Women SEU! cry.ng., 
(Ai alarin within: Sone Soldiers running ovr 
the Stage: Follow, ſollow, follow. 
Ent er Albanact Captain of the Guards, with Soldicre. 
Alb. Which way went th' Alarm? 3 
1 Sol. Here, towards the Caſtle. (bauch'd. 
Alb. Pox o' this Victory; the w hoe Camp's de- 


All drunk or whoring: this way, follow, follow, (Ex. 


(The alarm renews : Claſbing of Swords within for a wl le. 
5 Re-enter Albanact, Officer aud Solafers, 
Oc. How ſits the Conqueſt on great Arthur's Brow 2 


Alb. As when the Lover with the King is mixt, 
Ile puts the gain of Britain in a Scale, | 


Which weighing with the Loſs of Emeline, 


He thinks he's ſcarce a Saver. (Trumpets w;th;;;. 


Offc. Hark ! a Trumpet ! 
It ſounds a Parley. _ 
Alb. ' Tis from Oſwald then, 
An Eccho to King Arthur's friendly Sammons, 
Sent ſince he heard the Rape of Em Inc, 7 5 
To ask an Interviec [Tran pet anſwerl ung the other 
Offic. But hark! already "BR. 
Our Trumpet makes reply; and fee both preſent. 


Enter Arthur on one fide attended, Olwald on the (they 


with Attendants, and Guillamar. They mcet and ſalute. 
Arth. Brave Oſwald ! We have met on friendlier 
Companions of a War, with common lutereſt (Terms 
Againſt the bordering PiF#s: But Times are chang'd, 
_ Ofw. And lam ſorry that thoſe times are chang'd: 


For elſe we now might meet on Terms as fiiendly. 


Arth. If ſo we meet not now, the fault's your own; 
For you have wrong'd me much. Ofw. 
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Oſim. Oh you wou'd tell me, 
I call'd more Saxons in, t'enlarge my Bounds : 
If thoſe be Wrongs, the War has well redreſs'd ye. 


' Arth. Miſtake me not, I count not War a Wrong: 


War is the Trade of Kings, that fight for Empire. 
And better be a Lion than a Sheep.  _ 
Oſw. In what, then, have I wrong'd ye? 
Arth. In my Love. 

Oſw. Even Love's an Empire too; the noble Soul, 
Like Kings, is covetous of ſingle Sway. 
 arth. | blame ye not, for loving Emmeline : 

Bur fince the Soul is free, and Love is Choice, 
You ſhould have made a Conqueſt of her Mind, 
And not have forc'd her Perſon by a Rape. 

Oſw. Whether by force, or ſtratagem, we gain; 
Still gaining 1s our End, in War or Love. N 
Her Mind's the Jewel, in her Body lock'd ; 

If TI would gain the Gem, and want the Key, 

It follows I muſt ſeize the Cabinet: 
But to ſecure your fear, her Honour is untouch'd. 

Ath. Was Honnur ever ſafe in brutal Hands? 

So ſafe are lambs within the lion's paw; 


Sha 
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Ungrip'd and plaid with, till fierce hunger calls, 


Then Nature ſhews itſelf; the cloſe-hid nails 

Are ſtretch'd, and open'd, to the panting Prey. 

But if, indeed, you are ſo cold a lover 

Oſw. Not cold. but honourable. 

Arth. Then reſttte her: 3 
That done, I ſhall believe you honourable. 

_ Oſw. Think'ſt thou I will forgo a Victor's Right? 

Artb. Say rather, of an impious Raviſher. 

That Caſtle, were it wall'd with Adamant, 

Can hide thy head but till ro-morrow's dawn. 
Oſw. And ere to-morrow I may be a God, 

If Emmel.'ne be kind: but kind or cruel, 

I tell thee, Arthur, but to ſee this day, 

That heavenly face, tho' not to have her mine, 

J would give up a hundred years of life, 

And bid Fate cut to-morrow, | | 


Arth. Tt ſoon will come, and thou repent too late: 
Which to prevent, I'll bribe thee to be honeſt. 


Shall 


Thy noble head, accuſtom'd to a Crown, 
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Shall wear it ſtill, nor ſhall thy hand forget 
| ye. | The Sceptre's uſe : from Medway's pleaſing ſtream, 
no. To Severn's Roar, be thine; e 
: In ſhort, reſtore my Love, and ſhare my Kingdom. 
Ire ; Y 
of Oſw. Not tho' you ſpread my ſway from Thames | 
to Dyer: | 
Such gifrs mighr bribe a King, but not a Lover. 
ut _ rb. Then pr'thee give me back mykingly Word 
? Paſs'd for thy fafe Return; and let this hour, 
In ſingle combat, hand to hand, decide 
The Kate of Empire, and of Exmeline. 
4 Oſw. Not that I fear do I decline this combat; 
And not decline it neither, but defer : 
When Emmcline has been my Prize as long 
? As ſhe was thine, I dare thee to the duel. 
Arth. I nam'd your utmoſt term of life; to- 
Oſw. You are not Fate. [mor row. 
Atb. But Fate is in this Arm. 5 
*1, You might have made a Merit of your Theft. 


> Ofw. Ha! Theft! your guards can tell I ſtole 
Wo Arth. Had I been preſent —— (her nor. 
Oſw. Had you been preſent, ſhe had been mine 
q Arth. There lies your way. (more nobly. 


Oſw. My way lies where I pleaſe. 
Expect (for Oſwala's Magick cannot fail) 

A long To-morrow, ere your Arms prevail: 
Or if I fall, make room ye bleſt above, 
For ore who was undone, and dy'd for love. 

Og [Exit Oſwald and his Party. 
Arth. There may be one black Minute ere To- 
e | | | [ (morrow : 
For who can tell, what power, and luſt, and charms, 
May do this night ? to Arms, with ſpecd, to Arms. 
3ͥͤ ⁵ 8 Ixeant. 
OO ire te te te te fie te te the , the th . . . . the 
| ACT IL SCUCEWNSEL 
Enter Arthur, Conon, and Aurelius. 
= CONON, . | 
[7 Url up our Colours, and unbrace our Drums; 
II  Diflodge berimes ; and quit this fatal coaſt, 
1 Arth. Have we forgot to conquer ? 


t? 


ee | 


Aur 
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Aur. Caſt off Hope : 
Th'imbartl'd Legions of fire, air, and earth, 
Are banded for our foes. 
For going to diſcover, with the Dawn, 
Von Southern Hill, which promis'd to the Sight 
A Riſe more eaſy to atrack the fort, 
Scarce had we ſtept on the forbidden ground, 
When theWonds ſhook, the Trees ſtood briſtling up; 
A living trembling nodded thro' the leaves. 

Artb. Poplars, and Aſpen- boughs, a panick fright. 


Con. We thought ſo too, and doubled Rill our pace, 


Rut ſtrait a rumbling ſound, like bellowing winds, 


Roſe and grew loud; confav'd with howls of 


wolves, 


And grunts of bears; and dread ful hiſs of ſnakes; 
Shrieks more than human; globes of hail pour'd 


down 
| An armed Winter, and inverted Day. 
Arth. Dreadful indeed! 
Ar. Count then our labour's laſt; | 
For other Way lies none, to mount the CI f, 
Unleſs we borrow Wings, and ſail thro' Air. 
Arth. Now l perczive "a Danger worthy me. 
"Tis Oſmond's Work, a band Of hel!-hir'd Slaves: 
Be mine the hazard, mine ſhall be the fame. 


(Arthur i going out, but is met by Merlin, wis 


tales him by the H md, and brings him back. 
Eurer Merlin. 
Mer. Hold, Sir, and wait Heavns Time, th 
A-tempr's too dangerous: 
There's not a Tree in that inchanted grove, 
Bat number'd our, and given by Tale to fiends : : 
And under every leaf a Spiri: c2u-ch'd. 
But by what Method to diſſolve theſe Charms, 
Is yet unknown to me. 


Artb. Hadſt thou been here, (for what can 


| thwart thy Skill? 

Nor Emmeline had been the boaſt of Oſwald ; 

Nor I, foreward, been wanting to her guard. 
Cn. Her darken d eyes had ſeen the light of 

| Heav'n ; 

That was thy Promiſe too, and * the Time. 


Mey. | 


by * 
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Ent er Grimbald ruſbing out : He ſei xes Philidel, and 


Thou miſcreant Elf, thou 1 Scout, 
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Mer. Nor has my Aid been abſent, tho“ unſeen, 
With friendly gu rw in your benighted Maze : 
Nor Emmeline ſhall longer vant the Sun. 

Arth, Is there an End of Woes ? 

Mer. There is, and ſudden. 


I have employ'd a ſubtle airy Spright 
 Teexplore the Paſlage, and prepare my Way. 


Myſelf, mean time, will view the Magick Wood, 
To learn whereon depends its Force. 
Con, But Emmeline 
Mer. Fear not: This Vialſhall reſtore her Si ht. 
_ Arch. Oh might I hope (and what's impoſſible 
To Merlin's Art? ) to be myſelf the Bearer, 
That with the Light of Heav'n ſhe may diſcern 


Her Lover firſt. 


Mer. Tis wondrous hazardous ; 


Vet II foreſee th' Event, tis fortunate. 


III bear ye ſafe, and bring ye back unharm'd : 
Then loſe not precious Time, but follow me. 
(Exeunt onnes, Merlin leading Arthur. 
SCENE, 4 Deep Wald. 
dee Philidel. 
Phil. I left all ſafe behind; 
For i in the hindmoſt Quarter of the Wood, 
My former Lord, grim Oſnůnd walks the Round : 
Calls o'er the names, and ſchools the tardy Sprights. 
His Abſence gives me more Security. 


At every Walk I paſs d, I drew a Spell: 
So that if any Fiend, abhorring Heav'n, 


There ſets his Foot, it rots him co the Ground. 
Now cou'd I but diſcover Emm. line, 


My Task were fairly done. 


[Walking about, and prying between nie Trees. 


binds him in a Chain. 
Grim, O Rebel, have I caught thee ! 
Phil. Ah me ! What hard Miſhap | 
Grim. What juſt Revenge! 


So clean, fo furbiſh'd, ſo renew'd in White, 
The Livery of our Foes : I ſee thee thro' : 1 
What mak ſt thou here ? * trim Apoſtate, Ton 

ou 
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Thou ſhak'ſt for fear, I feel thy falſe Heart pant. 
_ _. Phil. Ah mighty Gri mbald, 
Who Nb not fear, when teiz'd in thy ſtrong 
gripe 
But hear me. Oh renown'd, oh worthy] Fiend, 
The favourite of our Chief. 
Grim. Away with fulſome flattery, 
The food of fools; thou know'ſt where laſt we 
mo. 


* bur for thee, the Chriſtians had been ſw al- 

| ow 

In quaking Bogs, and living ſent to Hell. 

Phil. Ay, then I was ſeduc'd by Merlin's Art, 

And halt perſuaded by his ſoothing Tales, 

To hope for Heav'n; as if eternal Doom 

Cou'd be rever'd, and undecreed for me ; 

But I am now ſet right. 0 

Grim Oh ſtill thou think'ſt to fly a Fool to Mark. 

Pb. I fled from Merlin, free as Air that bore me, 

f T unfold to Oſmond all his deep Deſigns. 

Grim, I believe nothing: Oh thou fond Impoſtor, 

When wert thou laſt in Hell ? Is nor thy Name 

Forgot, and blotted from th'infernal Roll? 

But ſince thou ſay'ſt, thy Errand was to Oſmnd, 

To Oſmond ſhalt thou go: March, know thy Driver. 

Phil. (Kneeling ) Oh pare me Grimbald, and III 

be thy Save: 

Tempt Hermits for thee, in their holy Cells, 

And Virgins in their Dreams. 

Grim. Canſt thou, a Devil, hope to cheat a Devil? 
A Spy; © hy that's a Name abhorr'd in Hell. 

Haſte, forward, forward, or I'll goad thee on 

With Iron Spurs. | 

Phil. Bur uſe me kindly then: 

pull not & hard, to hurt my airy Limbs; 

P11 follow thee unfor c'd : look, there's thy way. 
Grim. Ay, there's thy way indeed ; but more for 


Surety 
But follow decently. (Grim. Zoe: out, dragging Phil. 
Pp). So, catch him Spell. (Afide. 


Grim. (ian Oh help me, help me, Philidel. 
Phil. Why, what's the Matter : 


ri mn. 
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Grim. Oh, I am enſnar'd; 
Heav'ns Birdlime wraps me round, and glues my 
wings. 
Looſe me, and I will free thee : 
Do, and I'll be thy Slave. 
P! hi. What, to a Spy, a Name abhorr'd in Hell 
Grim. Do not inſult, oh, oh, I grow to ground; 
The fiery Net draws clofer on my Limbs. 
Phil. Thou ſhalt not have the Eaſe to curſe in 
Torments : 
Be dumb for one half Hour: fo long my Charm 
Can keep thee filent, and there lie 
Till Oſ=10zd breaks thy Chain. 
__ (Philidel unbinds his own Fetters. 
Enter to bin Merlin, with a Vial in his Hand, and Arthur. 
Ar. Well hatt thou wrought thy Safery * 
My Pvriiidel ; go meritorious on : 
Me other Work requires, to view the Wood, 
And learn to make the dire Inchantments void. 
Mean time attend King Arthur in my Rom; . 
 Shew him his love, and with theſe fovere.gn :. cops 8 
Reſtore her Sight. (Exit Merlin, giving Hul coPhil. 
Phil. We muſt werk, we muſt haſte ; 3 
Noon- Tae Hour is almoſt paſt. 
Sprizhts that glimmer in the Sun, 
Tute Shades already run. 
Oſmond will he here,-anon. 
Euter Emmeline and Matilda, at the fav end ofthe c Wood. 
Arth. O yonder, yonder ſhe's alr eady found : 
My Soul dire&s my fight, and flies before it. 
Now, gentle Spirit, uſe thy utmoſt Art ; 
Unſeal her Eyes; and this w ay lead her ſteps. 
( Arthur witharaws beliud the Scene, 
(Emmeline and Matilda come forward to the Frent, 
Philidel approaches Emmeline, ſprinkling ſome of the 
Water over her Eyes, out of the Vial. 
; Phil. Thus, thus T inſuſe | 
Theſe Sovereign Dews. 
_ Fly back, ye Films that cloud her S bt; 
And you, ye cryſtal Humours brig lt, 
Tour noxious Vapours purg d away, 
Recover, aud admit the Day. 
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Now caft your Eyes abroad, and ſee 
All but me. | 
Em. Ha! What was that! Whoſj 


ke ? 
Mat. I heard the Voice; tis one of Oſmond's Fiends. 
E. Some bleſſed Angel ſure ; I feel my Eyes 
Unſeal'd, they walk abroad, and a new World 
Comes ruſhing on, and ſtands all gay before me. 
Mat. — ! Oh Joy of Joys ! ſhs has her | 
| ight!. | 
Em. Tamnew-born; I ſhall run mad for Pleaſure. 
3 [Staring on Mat. 
AreWomen ſuch as thou ? Such glorious Creatures? | 

Arth. [ Afide.] Oh how I envy her, to be firſt ſeen! 
Em. Stand farther ; let me take my fill of Sight. 

5 , - [Zvoking wp. 
What's that above, that weakens my new Eyes, 
Makes me not ſee, by ſeeing ? NE 

Mat. 'Tis the Sun. %% 

Em. The Sun! 'tis ſure a God, if that be Heaven: 
Oh! if thou art a Creature, beſt and faireſt, \ 
How well art thou, from Mortals ſo remote, 
To ſhine, and not to burn, by near Approach + 
How haſt thou lighten'd even my very Soul, 
And let in Knowledge by another Senfe ! 
I gaze about, new-born to Day and thee ; 
A Stranger yet, an Infant of the World! 
Art thou not pleas'd, Matilda? Why like me, 
Doſt thou not look and wonder? = 

Mat. For theſe Sights 

Are to my Eye, familiar. 

Em. That's my Joy, 
Not to have ſeen before: For Nature now 
Comes all at once, confounding my Delight. 
But ah ! what Thing am I ? Fain would I know ; 
Or am I blind, or do I ſee but Half? 

With all my Care, and looking round about, 
I cannot view my Face. Ss en 
Mar. None ſee themſelves 333 | | 
But by Reflection; in this Glaſs you may. (Gives her | . 
Em. (taking the Glaſs, and look.) What's this? 
It holds a Face within it: Oh ſweet Face! 
It draws the Mouth, and ſmiles, and looks nn 
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And talks; but yet I cannot hear it ſpeak : 
The pretty thing is Dumb. 

Mat. The pretty thin 
You ſee within the Glas, i is You. 

Em. What am I two? Is this another Me? 
Indeed it wears my Clothes, has Hands like mine; 
And mocks whate'er I do; but that I'm ſure 
Tam a Maid, I'd ſwear it were my Child. (Matilda 
Look my Mitilda: We both are in the Glaſs. ( lookr, 
Oh, now I know it plain they © are our Names, 
That peeps upon us there. 

Mat, Our Shadows, Madam. | 

Em. Mine is a prettier Shadow far, than thine. 


EO 1 love it; let me kiſs my rother Self. 


Ki ſing the Glaſs and buggi it, 
Alas, T've kiſs'd it 18 the Fry Thing” wing i 3 
Indeed it kiſs'd ſo Cold, as if twere Dying. 
[Arthur comes forward ſo oftly ; 3 himſelf behind her. 
Tis here again. 
Ohno, this Face is neither mine nor thine J 
I think the Glaſs has born another Child. 


[She turns and ſees Arthur. 


Ha! what art thou with a new kind of Face, 
And other Clothes, a noble Creature too; 
But taller, bigger, fiercer in thy Look ; 
Ofa comptrolling Eye, majeſtick Make? 
Mat. Do you not know him, Madam? 
Em. It's a Man! 
Arth. Yes, and the moſt unhappy of wy Kind, 
If you have chang'd your Love. 
Em. My deareſt Lord! 
Was my Soul blind; and cou'd not that look out, 
To know you, ere you ſpoke ? Oh Counterpart 
Of our ſoft Sex ; Well are you made our Lords ; $ 
o bold, ſo great, ſo Godlike are you form'd. 
How can you love ſuch filly Things as Women? 
Arth. Beauty like yours commands; and Man was 
But a more boiſterous, and a ſtronger Slave, (made 


; | To you, the beſt Delights of human kind. 


Em. But are ye mine? Is there an end of War? 

Are all thoſe Trumpers dead themſelves, at laſt, 

Thar us'd t to Kill Men with their thundring Sounds? 
Arts, 
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Arth. The Sum of War is undecided yet; 

And many a breathing Body mult be cold. 

Ere you are free. 
Em. How came ye hither then ? 
Arth. By Merlin's Art, to ſnatch aſhort-liv' a1 Bliſs ; 

To feed my fami{ld Love ape your Eyes, 

—__ Moment, and depart. - 

. O Moment, worth 

i Whole Ages paſt, and all that are to come ! 

Let Love-ſick Oſwald, now unpitied mourn 3 

Let Oſmond mutter Charms to Sprights in vain, 

To make me love him; all ſhall not change my Soul. 

Arth. Ha! Does the Inchanter practiſe Hell upon 

Is he my Rival too?2 | [you ? 

Em. Yes, but I hate him; 

For when he ſpoke, thro' my fhut Eyes I ſaw him; 

His Voice look'd ugly, and breath'd Brimſtone on 
And then i firſt was glad that I was blind, (me, 
Not to behold Damnation. 

Phil. This Time is left me to congratulate 

_ Your new-born Eyes; and tell you what you gain 

By Sight reſtor'd, and viewing him you love. 
Appear, you airy Forms. 

(Airy Spir-ts appear in the Shapes of Meu and — 

Man ſings. On Sight, the mother of De ſires, | 

What charming Objects doſt theu yield! 
He ſweat, when tedious Night expires, 
To ſee the roſy morning glad 
Toe mountain Tops, and paint the Feld! 
But when Clorinda comes in Sight, 
She makes the Summer's Day more bright 
And when ſhe goes away, tis Night. 

Chor. When Fair Clorinda comes in $*ght. 

Y Wom. ſings. 'Tis ſweet the bl ſbing morn to view; 
And Plains adorn'd with pearly Dew: 
But ſuch cheap Delizhts to ſee, 

Heaven ana Nature, 
_ Gine each Creature ; | 
Wey have eyes, as well as we; 
This is the Joy, all Joys alo ve, 
To ſee, to ſee, 
That on!y jhe, 
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That only ſhe we lo ve! 
Chor. This is the joy, all joy: above, &c. 
Man ſings. And 1 if we may a: ſco ver 
What charms both Nymph and Lover, 
"FS By | Is when the Fair at mercy lies. 
7 . . 
With kind and amorous Anguiſh, 
To fizh, to look, to languiſh, 
On each other's eyes | _ 
Chor. of all Men and Women. 
| Aud if we may diſcover, &c. 
Pil. Break off your Muſick ; for our foes are 


: 
L 


ul. | f near. [Spirits vani ſb. 
on | Enter Merlin. 
1> | Merl. My Sovereign, we have hazarded too far; 


But love excuſes you, and preſcier.ce me. 
1; | Make haſte; for Oſmond is even now alarm'd, 
on | And greedy of Revenge, is haſting home. 


os Arth. Oh take my Love with us, Or leave me here. 
x | Merl. I cannot, for ſhe's held by Charms too 
ftrong : 


in | Which, with th inchanted grove muſt be deftroy'd; 

Till when, my Art is vain : but fear not, Enmeline; 

'Th' Inchanter has no Pow'r on Innocence. 

en. Em. (to Arth.) Fare vel, ſince we muſt kart: : 

| when you are gone, 

| Fil look into my glaſs, juſt where you look'd, 

| To find your face againz 

If *ris not there, Til think on you ſo long, 

My heart ſhall make your Picture for my Eyes. 
Arth. Where-e'er I go, my Soul ſhall ſtay with. 

'Tis but my ſhadow that I rake aw ay: (thee: 

True love is never happy but by halves; 

An April ſun-ſhine, that by firs appears, 

It ſmiles by moments, but it mourns by years. 

[ Excunt Arthur and Merlin at one door. 
Euter Oſmond at rhe other door, who gates on Em- 
. meline, and ſb: on him. 

Ein. Matilda, ſave me from this ugly Thing, 

This Foe t9 fight : ſpeak ; doſt thou know him ? 
Mat. Too well; 'tis Oſwala's friend, the great 
Magician. II bee. 
Ein. It cannot be a Man, he's fo unlike the Min 


at | -w 
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Ofm. (Aſide.) Death to my eyes, ſhe ſees ! IS 
Em. I wiſh I cou'd not; but I'll cloſe my fight, 
And ſhut out all I can — It wo'not be; J 
Winking I ſee thee ſtill, thy odious Image 
Stares full into my Soul; aud there infects the 
My Arthur ſhou'd poſſeſs. | | (Room 
Om. (Aſide.) I find too late, > 
That Merlin and her lover have been here. | 
If I was fir'd before when ſhe was blind, 
Her eyes dart lightning now, ſhe muſt be mine. 
Em. I pr'ythee, dreadful Thing, tell me thy 
| buſineſs here; by 
And, if thou can'ſt, reform that odious face 
Look not fo grim upon me. | . 
Oſm. My name is Oſmond, and my buſineſs love: 
Em. Thou haſt a grizly look; forbidding what 
If I durſt tell thee fo. = (thou ask'ſt, 
Oſm. My pent-houſe eye-brows, and my ſhaggy _ 


— hoegrd : 
Offend your ſight, but theſe are manly ſigns; 
Faint white and red abuſe your expectations 
Be Woman; know your ſex, and love full Plea- 
Em. Love from a monſter, flend? (Cures. 
Oſm. Come, you muſt love, or you muſt ſuffer 
No coyneſs, none, for I am maſter here. (love; 
Em. And when did Ofwald give away his Power, 
Thar thou preſum'ſ to rule? be ſure Pl tell him: 
For, as I am his Priſoner, he is mine. ” = 
Of Why then thou art a Captive to a Captive, | 
O'er-labour'd with the fight, oppre(s'd with thirſt, 
That Oſwald.whom you mention'd, callF'd for drink: 
I mix'd a fleepy potion in his bowl, , 
Which he and his fool-friend quaff'd greedily : 
The happy doſe wrought the deſir'd effect; 
Then to a dungeon's depth I ſent both bound: | 
Where guts with Snakes and Adders now they 
* . . 
Two planks ke beds, ſlippery with ooſe and ſlime: 
The Rats bruſh o'er their faces with their tails, 
And croaking Paddocks crawl upon their limbs. 
Since when the Garriſon depends on me 
Now know you are my flaye. 
Mt, 
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Mat. He ſtrikes a Horrour thro' my Blood. 
Em. I freeze, as if his impious Art had hix'd 


My Feet to Earth. 


| Oſm. But Love ſhall thaw ye. 
I'll how his Force in Countries cak'd with Ice, 


Where the pale Pole-Star in the North of Heav'n 


Sits high, and on the froſty Winter broods ; _ 
Yet rheir Love reigns :for Proof, this Magick Wank. 
Shall change the Mildneſs of ſweet Britain's Clime 
To Neland, and the fartheſt Thule's Froſt, | 
Where the proud God, diſdiining Wiater's Bounds, 
O'er-leaps the Fences of Eternal Snow | 
And with his Warmth ſupplies the diſtant Sun. 
Oſmoad ftrikes the Ground with his Wind : The Scene 
changes to 4 W of Winter in Frozen Countries. Ee 
| Cupid | D:ſcends. 


Cup. d What bo, thos Cenis the Cli me, what ha ! 
5 ſings. LY thou aſl-ep beneath thoſe Hills of Snow * 


Stretch out thy lazy Limbs ; awake, awake, 
Ana Winter 


rom Ay farry Mantle ſhake. 
enĩus Aiſes. 


b Genius. What Power art thou, who from below 


Hiſt made me viſe, unwillingly, and ſow, 
From Bed of everlaſting Snow | 
See ſt thou not how ſtiff and wondrous old, 
Far unfit to bear the bitter Cold, 
I can ſcarcely move, or draw my Breath : 
Let me, let me, freeze again to Death. 
Cupid. Thou doating Fool ferbear, forbear 5 
IWhat, doſt thon dream of Freexi ng. bere ? 
A4 Love's appearing, all the Sky clearing, 
The ſtormy Winds their Fury ſpare : "ER 
Winter ſubduing, and Spring renewing, 
My Beams create a more glorious Tear. 
Thou doating Fool, ſorbear, forbear, 
Mat, doſt thou dream of Freezing here ? 


Genius. Great Love, I know thee now; 


Eldeff of the Gods art tho : 
Heav'u and Earth by thee were made, 
Human Nature 

Is thy Creature, 


Every where ben rt obey” 4 
E Cupid. 
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Cupid. No part of my Dominion ſhall be waſt ; 
To ſpread my Sway, and ſing my Praiſe, 
Ev'n here I will a People raiſe, 
Of kind embracing Lovers, and embrac d. 

Cupid waves his Wand, upon which the Scene 
opens, and diſcovers a Proſpett of Ice and Snow 
to the end of the Stage, 

Singers and Dancers, Men and Women, appear. 

Men. See, ſee, we aſſemble, 

Thy Revels to hold : 
Tho' quiv'ring with Cold, 
We chatter and tremble. 
Cupid. '7is 1, "tis 1, "tis I, that have arm'd ge: 
In ſpite of cold Weather, 
Pre brought you rogetber : : 
I, "tis I, "tis I, that have arm'd ye. 
Chor. 'Tis Love, "tis Love, "tis Love, that has warm'd 113 
In ſpite of cold Weather, 
He brought us together 3 1 
e. Love, tis Love, tis Love that has arm d Us. 
Copid. Sound a Parley, ye Fair, and ſurrender; 
Set your ſelves, and your Lovers at eaſe ; 
He's a grateful Offender 
Who Pleaſure dare ſeize : 
But the whining Pretender 
I ſureto ai 3 


Since the Fruit of A. re is Poſſeſſing, 
Ils unmanly to Sigh and Complain : 
When we kneel for Redreſſing, 
e move your Diſdain : 
Love was made for a Bleſſing, 
And not for a Pain. 


A Dance; after which the Singers and Dancers 9 


depart. 
Em. I cou'd be pleas d with any one but thee, 


Who entertain'd my Sight with ſuch gay Shows, 


As Men and Women moving here and there; 
That courſing one another in their Steps, 
Have made their Feet a Tune 

Oſm. What Coying it again! 
No more; but make me happy to my Guſt, 
That is, without your Struggling. (En. 
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From my Sight, 


Thou all thy Devils in one, thou dar'ſt not force me. 
Oſm. You teach me well, I find you wou'd be 


_ Pl give you thatExcuſe your 'Sex deſires. [raviſh'd. 


(He begins to lay hold on her, and they ſtruggle. 
Grim. (within.) O help me, Maſter, help me ! 


Oſm. Who's that, my Grimbald | Come and help 
thou me, 


For 'tis thy Work t' affiſt a Raviſher. 


Grim. (within.) I cannot ſtir ; [ am Spell-caught 
by Philidel, 


And purs'd within a Net, 


With a huge heavy Weight of Holy Words, 
Laid on my Head, that keeps me down from riſi ng. 
Qn. I'll read 'em backwards, and releaſe thy 
Bonds. 5 


Mean time go in: (7 Emmeline, 
Prepare yourſelf, and eaſe my y Drudgery : 


But if you will not fairly be enjoy'd, 
A little honeſt Force is well employ'd. ( Ex. Ofm. 


Em. Heav'n be my Guard, I have no other Friend! 
Heav'n ever preſent to thy Suppliant' s Aid, 


Protect and pity Innocence betray'd. 


[Excunt e Arg and Matilda. 
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ACT Iv. SCENEL 


Enter Oſmond folus 


f Now! I am ſettled in my Force-ful Sway; 


Why then Til be luxurious in my Love; 


Take my fall Guſt, and ſetting Forms aſide, 
III bid the Slave, chat fires my Blood, lie down. 


(Seems to be going of. 
Enter Grimbald, who meets him. 
| Grim. Not ſo faſt, Maſter ,Danger threatens thee A 


There's a Black Cloud deſcending from above, 


Full of Heaven's Venom, burſting o'er thy Head. 
Oſin. Malicious Fiend, thou ly'ſt: for I am fenc d 
By Millions of thy Fellows, in my Grove, 
I bad thee, when I uy thee from the Charm, 

2 
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Run ſcouting thro' the Wood, from Tree to Tree, 
And look if all my Devils were on Duty: | 
Hadft thou — thy Charge, thou tardy 
Spright, | | 
Thou wouldſt have known no Danger threaten'd 
Grim. When did a Devil fail in Diligence? (me. 
Poo: Mortal, thou thyfelf art overſeen; 
I have been there, and thence I bring this News, 
Thy fatal Foe, great Arthur, is at hand; 
Merlin has ta'en his Time while thou wert abſent 
T obſerve thy Characters, their Force, and Nature, 
And counterwork thy Spells. | 
Oſm. The Devil take Mylin; 
Tu caſt them all a-new, and inſtantly, _ 
All of another Mould ; be thou at hand. 
Their Compoſition was, before, of Eorror ; 
Now they ſhall be of Blandiſnment, and Love; 
S:ducing Hopes, ſoft Pity, tender Moans : | 
Art ſhall meet Art: and, when they think to win, 
The Fools ſhall find their Labour to begin. 
| ( (Exeunt Oſm. and Grimb. 
Enter Arthur, and Merlin at another Door. 
cSWSçWSꝗͤeene of the Wood continues. 5 
Merl. Thus far it is permitted me togo; 
But all beyond this Spot is fenc'd with Charms: 
I may no more, but only with Advice, 
Arth. My Sword ſhall do the reſt. 
Merl. Remember well, that all is but Illuſion ; 
Go on; good Stars attend thee. 
Arth. Doubr me not, | 
. Merl. Yet in prevention | 
Ot what may come, I'll leave my PHuidel 
To watch thy Steps, and with him leave my Wand; 
The Touch of which no earthy Fiend can bear, 
In whate'er Shape transform'd, but muſt lay down 
His borrow'd Figure, and confeſs the Devil. 
Once more Farewel, and proſper. [Ex. Merlin, 
th (walking.) No Danger yet, I ſee no Walls of 
No City of the Fiends, with forms obſcene, (fire, 
To grin from far on flaming Batrlements. 
This is indeed the Groye I ſhould: defiroy 3 EX 
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But where's the Horror ? Sure the Prophet err'd. 

Hark ! Mufick, and the warbling Notes of Birds; 
(So/t Muſick. 

Hell entertains me, like ſome welcome Gueſt. 

More wonders yet; yet all delightful roo, 

A Silver Current to forbid my Paſſage, 

And yet invite me, ſtands a golden Bridge: 

Perhaps a Trap, for my unwary Feet 


To fink and whelm me underneath the Waves ; 


With fire or water, let him wage his War, 
Or all the Elements at once; I'll on. 
As he is going to the Bridge, two Syrens ariſe ſrom the 

water: they ſbew themſclvcs to the waite, and ſing. 


1 Syren. O paſs not on, but ſtay, 


And waſte the joyous Day 
With ns in gentle Play : 
Unbend to love, unbend thee: 
O lay thy Sword aſide, 
And other Arms provide; 
For other wars attend thee, 
| | And ſweeter to be try d. 
Chor. For other wars, &c. 7 £ 55 
Both ſing. Two Daughters of this aged Stream ave we; 
And both our Sea- green Locks have comb for thes: 
Conne bathe with us an Hour or two. 
Come naked in, for we are ſo ; 
What Danger from a naked Foe ? 
Come bathe with us, come bathe, and ſhare 
What Pleaſures in the Floods appear : 
Mell beat the Waters till they bound, 
And circle, round, aroun1, around, 
| And circle round, around. = ES 
Arth. A lazy Pleaſure trickles thro' my Veins ; 
Here could I ſtay, and well be cozen'd here. 


But Honour calls; is Honour in ſach haſte > 
Can it not bait at ſuch a pleaſing Inn? . 

No; for the more I look, the wore [ long : 
Farewel, ye fair Illutions ; I muſt leave ye, 


While I have Pow'r to ſay, that I muſt leave ye. 

Farewel, with half my Soul I ſtagger off 

Hcw dear this flying Victory has coſt, 

When if I ſtay to ſtruggle, I am loſt, | 
Hs 
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As he tis going forward, Nymphs and Sylvans come out 
from behind the trees. A baſs and two trebles ſing the 
following Song to a Minter. | 


Dance with a Song, all with branches in their 
| hands. | 
Song. How happy the lower, 
How eaſy his chain, 
How pleaſing his pain, 
How ſweet to diſcover 
He ſighs not in vain. 
For love every creature 
Is jorm'd by his nature; 
No joys are above 
The pleaſures of love. 


The Dance continues with the ſame meaſure 
| play'd alone. | 
re: 
In vain are our graces, 
In vain are your «yes, 
Tf love you deſpiſe; 
When age furrows faces, 
"Tis time to be wiſe. 
Then uſe the fho:t bleſſing, 
That flies in poſſeſſing © 
Na joys are above 
The pleaſures of love. 5 
Arth. And what are theſe fantaſtick fairy joys, 
To love like mine? falſe joys, falſe welcomes all. 
Be gone, ye Sivan trippers of the green; 
Fly after Night, and overtake the Moon. 
BH Here the Dancers, Singers, and Syrens vaniſh. 
This goodly Tree ſeems Queen of all the grove. 
The ringlets round her trunk declare her guilty 
Of mand Midnight Sabbaths revell'd here. 
Her wi iI firſt attemfr. 5 ; _ 
[Arthur firikes at the tree, and cuts it; blood ſpouts 
axe of it, 4 groan f.llows, then a ſbriek. e 
Good Ieav'ns, what monſtrous prodigies are theſe! 
Blood follows from my blow.; the wounded rind 
Spours on my ſword, and ſanguine dyes the plain. 
| He 
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[He ſtrikes again: A voice of Emmeline frm behind. 
Em. | jrom behind.) Forbear, if thou haſt pity, 
ah, forbear | 
Theſe groans proceed not from a ſenſeleſs plant, 
No ſpout: of blood run welling from a tree. 
rtl. Speak what thou art; I charge thee ſpeak 
thy being : 
Thou that haſt made my curdled blood run back, 
My heart beave up, my hair to riſe in briſtles, 
And ſcarcely left a voice to ask thy name. 
[Emmeline brenkt out of the tree, 


ſhewinz her arm bloody. 
Em. Whom thou haſt hurt, unkind and cruel, 
Look on this blood, tis fatal, Kill ro me, | (lee; 


To bear thy wounds, my heart has felt em firſt. 
Arb. 'Tis ſhe; Amazement roots me to the 
ground ! (bower, 
Em. By cruel charms, dragg'd from my peaceful 
Fierce Oſmond clos'd me in this bleeding bark; 
And bid me fland expos'd to the bleak winds, 
And winter-ſtorms, and Heav'n's inclemency, | 
Bound to the fate of this Hell-haunted grove ; 
So that whatever ſword, or founding ax, 
| Shall violate this plant, muſt pierce my fleſh, 
And, when that falls, I die | 
 Arth. If this be true, 
O never, never to be ended ti 
At leaſt by me ; yet all may be illuſion. 
Break up ye thickning foggs, and filmy miſts, 
All that be-ly my {ight, and cheat my ſenſe. 
For Reaſon ſtill pronounces, "tis not the, 
And thus reſolv'd - 
[Lifts up bir ford, as + going to Arik 
Em. Do, ſtrike, Baroarian, ſtrike ; 
And ſtre w my mang l d limbs, with every ſtroke. 
Wound me, and doubly kill me, with unkindneſs, 
That by thy hand I fell. 
+> bb. "What ſhall T do, ye Powers? (here: 
Em. Lay down thy vengeful ſword ; 'tis fatal 
What need of arms, where no defence is made ? 
A love-ſick virgin, panting with deſire, 
No conſcious eye t intrude on our delights ; o 
or 
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For this thou haſt the Sirens” Songs deſpis'd ; 
For this, thy faithful Paſſion IT reward; 
Haſte then, to take me lonying to thy arms. 
Arth. O love! O Merlin whom ſhould I believe? 
Em. Believe thyſelf, thy youth, thy love, and me; 
They only, they, who pleaſe themſelves, are wiſe: 
Diſarm thy band, that mine may meet it bare. 
Arth. By thy leave, Reaſon, here I throw thee off, 
Thou load of life: if thou wert made for ſouls, | 
Then fouis ſhould have been made without their 
If, falling for the firſt created fair, (bodies. 
Was Adam's fault, great Grandſire, I forgive thee; | 
Eden was loſt, as all thy ſons would loſe ir, = 
| [Going towards Emmeline, and pulling off his Gauntlet, | | 


Enter Philidel running. | 
Phil. Hold, poor deiuded Mortal, hold thy hand ; | 
Which if thou giv'ſt, is plighted to a fiend. | 
For proof, behold the virtue of this wand ; | 
Tb infernal paint ſhail vaniſh from her face, 
And Hell ſhali ſtand reveal'ld. Do 
Wong [Strikes Emmeline, with a wand, who ſtraight | 
| deſcends : Philidel runs to the deſcent, and | 
N Palla up Grimbald, and binds him, 
Nou ſce to whoſe embraces thou wert falling. 
Behold the Maiden Modeſty of Grimbald, 
The groſſeſt, earthieſt, uglieſt Fiend in Hell. 
Arth. Horror ſeizes me. 5 
To think what headlong Ruin I have tempted. 
Phil. Haſte to thy work; a noble ſtroke or two | 
Ends all the Charms, and diſenchants the Grove. 
Fl hold thy Miſtreſs bound. es 
Arth. Then here's for earneſt ; 5 
[Striker twice or thrice, and the tree falls, | 
or ſinks: A peal of Thunder immediately | 
5 follows, with dreanful bowling. 
Tis finiſh'd, and the dusk that yet remains, 
Is but the native Horror of the Wood. 
Bur I muſt loſe no time; the paſs is free; 
Th' unrooſted fiends have quitted this abode ; 
On yon proud towers, before this day be done, 
My glittering banners ſhall be wav'd 2gainſt the 
ſetting-ſun. (Exit Arther: 
FRA 60. 
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And blow it back all footy to the = 4 


70 
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Now what can ſave me 
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Phil. Come on, my ſur ly ſlave ; come ſtalk along, 


And ſtamp a Madman's pace, and drag thy chain. 


Grim ll champ and foam upon't, till the blue 
venom | 


Work upward to thy hards, and looſe their hold. 


Phil. Kncw'ſt thou this pow'rful wand? 'tis 
lifted up; | . „ 
A ſecond ſtroke wou'd ſend thee to the centre, 
Benumb'd and dead, as far as ſouls can die. 
Grim. I wou'd thou wou'd'ſt, to rid me of my ſenſe: 
I ſhall be whoop'd thro' Hell, at my return 
Inglorious from the Miſchief I defign'd. (light, 
Phil. And therefore ſince thou loath'ſt etherial 
The morning ſun ſhall beat on thy black brows; 


The breath thou draw'ſt ſhall be of upper air, 


Hoſtile to thee, and to thy earthy make; 
So light, ſo thin, that thou ſhalt ſtarve for want 
Of thy groſs food, till gaſping thou ſhalt lie, 
Ex. Philidel, dragging Grimbald after bin. 
C 
ACT v. SCENE L 
Enter Oſmond as affrighted. 


3 OSMOND. : 
J Rimbald made Priſoner, and my Grove de- 


ſtroy'd ! 
Hark, the Drums 
and Trumpets ! = 


( Drums and Trumpets within. 


Arthur is marching onward to the fort, 


T have but one Recourſe, and that's to Oſwald ; 


But will he fight for me, whom I have injur'd ? 


No, not for me, but for himſelf he muſt ; 
Fl urge him with the laſt neceſſity, 
Better give up my Miſtreſs than my Life. 
His force is much unequal to his rival; 


True; — but F'll help him with my utmoſt art, 
And try t'unravel yo. (Exit 1 — 
54M © _ 
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Enter Arthur, Conon, Aurelius, AlbanaQ, 
| and Soldiers, (more; 

Con. Now there remains but this one labour 
And if we have the hearts of true-born Bri tons, 
The forcing of that Caſtle crowns the day. 

Aur. The works are weak, the garriſon but thin, 
Difpirited with frequent overthrows, PN 
Already wavering on their ill-mann'd walls. 
Alb. They ſhif: their places oft, and skulk from 
Sure ſigns of pale Deſpair, and eaſy Rout; (war, 

It ſhews they place their confidence in Magick, 
And when their Devils fail, their hearts are dead. 

Arth. Then, where you ſee em cluſt' ring moſt, 

in motion, | 5 (home 3 
And ſtaggering in their ranks, there preſs 'em 
For that's a coward heap — How's this, a ſally? 


Enter Oſwald, Guillamar, and Soldiers on the 
JJ we x 
Beyond my hopes, to meet 'em on the Square. 
O Ofw. Brave Britons hold; and thou their famous 
2 | Chief, . | 5 „ | (Advancing. 
Attend what Saxon Oſwald will propoſe. e. 
He owns your victory ; but whether owing 
To valour, or to fortune, that he doubts. 
If Arthur dares aſcribe it to the firſt, | 
And fingl'd from a croud, will tempt a conqueſt, 
This Oſwald offers, let our troops retire, | 
And hand to hand let us decide our ſtrife: 
This if refus'd, bear witneſs Earth and Heav'n, 
Thou ſteal'ſt a Crown and Miſtreſs undeſery'd, 
Arth. Tl not uſurp thy title of a Robber. 
Nor will upbraid thee, that before I proffer'd 
This ſingle Combat, which thou didſt avoid; 
So | go I am, on any terms to meet thee, 
And not diſcourage thy repenting ſhame. 
As once Aneas my fam'd Anceſtor, 
Betwixt the Trojan and Rutilian bands, 5 
Fought for a Crown, and bright Lavinia s Bed; 
So will T meet thee, hand to hand oppos'd: | 
My auguring mind aſſures the ſame ſucceſs. (yield, 
(To his Men.) Hence out of view; if I am * L 
| Co 


n 


Renounce me, Britons, for a Recreant Knight; 
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And let the Saxon peacefully enjoy 
His former footing in our famous iſle, 
To rarify theſe terms, I ſwear 
Oſw. You need not; : 3 
Your Honour is of force, without your Oath. 
I only add, that if I fall, or yield, 
Yours be the Crown, and Emmcline. 
Arth. That's two Crowns. 


No more; we keep the looking Heav'ns and Sun 


Too long in expettation of our arms. 
| (Both Armies go off the Stage. 


They fight with ſponges in their hands, dipp'd in blood : 
after ſome equal paſſes and cloſing, they appcar both 


wounded : Arthur ſtumbles among the trees, Oſ- 
wald falls ever him, they both riſe; Arthur 
wounds him again, then Oſwald retreats. Enter 

_ Oſmond from among the trees, and with his wand, 
ſtri kes Arthur' Sword out of his hand, and Exit. 
Oſwald purſues Arthur. Merlin enters, and 

gives Arthur his Sword, and Exit; they cloſe, 
and Arthur in the fall, diſarms Oſwald. 


Arth. Confeſs thyſelf o'ercome, and ask thy life. 
Ow. Tis not worth asking, when 'tis in thy 
Arth. Then take it as my gift. (power. 
Oſw. A wretched pifr, | 
With loſs of Empire, Liberty and Love. 

(A Conſort of Trumpets within, proclaiming 
Arthu:”*s Victory; while they ſound, Ar- 

thur and Oſwald ſeem to confer. 


'Tis too much bounty to a vanquiſh'd foe 3 


| Yet nor enough to make me fortunate. 
Arth. Thy Life, thy Liberty. thy Honour ſafe, 


Lead back thy Saxens to their ancient Elb: 

I wou'd reſtore thee fruitful Rent, the gift 
Of Vertigern for Hengift's ill-bought aid, 
But that my Britons brook no foreign Power, 


To lord it in a land, ſacred to Freedom, 


And of its Rights tenacious ro the laſt. 
. F 2 Oſw. 
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Oſw. Nor more than thou haſt offer'd would 1 
I would refuſe all Britain, held in Homage ; (take; 
And own no other Maſters but the Gods, 
Enter on one fide, Merlin, Emmeline, and Matilda. 
Conon, Aurelius, Albanact, with Britiſh Sold7ers, 

bearing King Arthur's Standard diſplay'd. On the o- 

ther ſide, Guillamar, and Oſmond, with Saxon 
| Soldiers, dragging their Colours on the Ground, 

SS (Arth. going to Emme. and embracing her. 

Arth. — length, at length, I have thee. ia my 
Tho' our malevolent Stars have ſtruggled hard, 
And held us long aſunder. 
Em. We are 55 fitted for each other's Hearts, 
That Heav'n had err'd, in making of a third, 

To get betwixt, and intercept our Loves. 

Oſw. Were there but this, this only Sight to ſee, 
The Price of Britain ſhou'd not buy my Stay. 
Mer. Take hence that Monſter of Ingratitude, 
Him who betray'd his Maſter, bear him hence; 

And in that loathſome Dungeon plunge him deep, 

Where he plung'd noble walt. 
O ſm. That indeed is the fitteſt for me. 

For there I ſhall be near my Kindred Fiends, 
And ſpare my Grimbald's Pains to bear me to em. 
3 (s eavied of. 
Mey. [to Arth.] For this Day's Palm, und for thy 
former Acts, hs, 85 
Thy Britain freed, and foreign Force expell'd, 
Thou, Arthur, haſt acquir'd a future Fan ie, 
And of three Chriſtian Worthies, art the firſt: 
And now at once, to treat thy Sight and Loul, 
Behold what rolling Ages ſhall produce: _ 
The Wealth, the Loves, the Glories of our” Iſle, 
Which yer like Golden Ore, unripe in Beds, 
Expect the warm Indulgency of Heaven 
To call em forth to Light ; (Trium ohs; 
(7 Oſw.) Nor thou, brave Saxon 2 our 
Britons and Saxons hall be once one People; 
One common Tongue, one common Faith ſhall bind 
Our jarring Bands, in a perpetual Peace. 6 
[Merlin waves his Wand ; the Scene changes, and diſ.- 
cover 
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covers the Britiſh Ocean in a Storm. Kolus in a 
Cloud above: Four Winds hanging, &c. 
A OLUS ſinging. 

Ye bluſt' ring Brethren of the Skies, 
Wheſe Breath has ruffl'd all the watry Plain. 
Retire, and let Britannia „. ſe, 

In Triwmph 0 o'er the Main. 

Serene and calm, and void of Fear, 

The Queen of 72 muſt appear; 

Serene and calm, as when the Spring 

| The ncw-created World beg an, 
And Birds on Boughs did ſoftly ſing 
Their peaceful Homage paid to Man; 
While Eurus did his Blaſts forbear, 
In fawour of the tender Year. 
Retreat, rude Winds, retreat 
' To bolbw Rocks, your ſtormy Seat ; 

There ſwell your Lungs, and n vainly threat. 
olus aſcends, and the four Winds fly off. The 
Scene opens, and diſcovers a calm Sea, to the 

end of the Houſe. An Iiland ariſes, to a ſoft 
Tune; Britannia ſeated in the Iſland, with Fiſher 
men at her Feet, &. The Tune changes, the 
Fiſhermen come aſhore, and dance a while; af- 
rer which, Pan and a Nereid come on the Stage, 
and ſing. 
Pan nad Vereid ſing, 
Round thy Coaſts, fair Nymph of Britain, 
For thy Guard our waters om: 
Proteus hi Herd admitting, 
On thy Greens to graze below : 
Foreig Lands thy Fiſhes taſting, 
Learn from thee luxurious Faſting. 
5 Song of three Parts. 
| For folded Flocks, on fruit ful Plains, 
The Shepherds and the Farmers Gaius, 
Fair Britain al the world outvies ; 
Ani Pan, ain Arcadia reigns, 
pere Pleaſure mixt with Profit lies. 
II. 
The” Jaſon' s Fleece was fam'd of old, 
Toe Britiſh wool i; growing Gold ; ; 
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No mines can more of wealth ſuppiy : 


It keeps the P.aſant from the Cola, 
And takes for Kings the Ty an Dye. 


[The laſt Stanz ſung over again betwixt Pan 


and the Nercid. After which the former Dance 
is varied, and ges on. 


Enter Comus with three Peaſants, who ſing the fol- 
lowing Song in Parts. 


Com. Your Hay it i; mow'd, and your Corn is reap'd; ; 
Nour Barns will be full, and your Hovels hea pd 
Come m, Boys, come; 
Come, my Boys, come; 
And merrily ro r out Harveſt Home ; 
Harveſt Howe, 
Harveſt Home ; 
And merrily roar out Harveſt Home. 
| Chor. Come, my Boys, come, &c. 


1 Man. We h#' cheated the Parſon, we'l cheat him ag ain, 
5 For why ſhon d a Block head he One in Ten ? 
One in Ten, 
One in En; 
| For why ſhou'd 4 Blockhead * One in Tin ? 
Chor. One in Ten, 
= One in In; 
For why ſhou'd. a Blockhead ha” One in Tex 2 
2 Man. Forprating ſo long like a Book-learn'd Sot, 
_ Till Pudding and — burn to Pot, 
Burn to Pot, 
Burn to Por ; 
Till Pudding and Dumpli ng burn to Pot. 
Chor. Burn to Pot, &c. 


3 Man. ell toſs off our Ae till we canne' fand, 
dd Hoigh for the Honour of Old England: 
Old England, 
Old England; 
Aud Hoigh for rhe Honour of Old England. 
Choir. Old England, &c. 


| (The Dance vary'd into a round Country-Dance. 


Enter 


J 


I 


Enter FVenus, 
Venus. Faireſt Ie, al Iſtes excelling, 
Seat of Pleaſures and of Loves; 
Venus here will chuſe her Dwelling, 
1 And forſake her m7 Groves. 


Cupid, frem his Fary'rite Nation, 
* Care and Envy will remove; 
Jealouſy, that poiſons Paſſion, 
And Deſpair _—_ 1 for Love. 
Gentle Murmurs, f weer Complai ni ng, 
Sighs that blow the Fire of Love; 
Soft Repulſes, kind Diſdaining, 
Shall be all the Pains you prove. 


Every Swain ſhall pay bis Duty, 1 
Grateful every Nymph ſhall prove; 
* And as theſe excel in Beauty, 
, Theſe ſhall be renown'd for Love. 
: SONG by N HOWE. 
She. Da ſay, 'tis Love creates the Pain, 
| . Of which ſo ſad!y you complain; 
Au?! yet wou d fain engage my Heart 
In that uneaſy cruel Part; 
Bet how, alas | think you, that I 
Can bear the Wound of whi ch you die: ? 
r 
Ile. 5 's not my Paſſion makes my Care, 
But your Indiff 'rence gives Def 2 
The luſty Sun begets no Spring, 
Till gentle Show'rs Aſſiſtance bring: 
So Love that ſcorches and . 
Till Kindneſs aid, can cauſe no Joys. 
III. 


She. Love has a thouſand Ways to pleaſe, 
But more te rob us of our Eaſe ; 
For wak-ful Nights, and careful Days, | 
ince. Some Honrs of Pleaſure he repays ; 


Inter Bus 
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But Abſence ſooner, jealous Fears, 


O'er flow the Foys N Floods of Tears. 
* | 


He. By vain and ſenſeleſs Forms betray'd, 
Harmleſs Love's th Offender made; 
While we no other Pains cadure, 

Len thoſe, that we ourſelves procure : 

bas one [oft moment makes amends 

For all the Torment war attends. 
Chorus of Both. 


Let tis love, det us love, aud to happineſs haſte; 3 


Ate and 2 ſdom come too faſt : 

ar h for lovins g dcſign'd. 
He alone. TI be conſtant, you be kind, 
She alone. Du be conſtaut. Ii be kind. 


Both. Heawn can give no greater bleſſing 


Than faithful love, and kind poſſeſſing. 


( Aftor the Dialogue, a warlike Confort: The. 


Scene opens Above, and diſcovers the Or- 


der of the Garter. 


Enter Honour, attended by Heroes. | 
Merl. Theſe who laſt enter d. are our valiant 


Briton:, 


HON * R mags 


st. George, tze Patron our Var, 
A Solater, and a Saint, 
On that auſpicious Order ſmile, 


| II. 
Our Nati ves not alone appear 
To court this Martial Prixe; 
But Foreign Kings, adopted bere, 
Their Crowns at home deſpi ſe. 


Which Love and Arms will plant 3 ; 


Who ſhall by Sea and Land repel our Foes. 
Now look above, and in Heav'ns high Abyſs, 
Behold what Fame artand choſe future Heroes. 
Honour who leads em hat ſteepy Height, 
In her immortal Song, mall tell the reſt. 


III. 


16 


nt 
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Our Sovereign High, in awful State, 
His Honours ſhall beſtow; 
And ſce his Scepter'd Subjects wait 
Oz his Commana's below | 


A fall Chorus of the whole Song: After which 


the grand Dance. 


Arth. (to Mel.) Wiſely you have, whate'er will 
leaſe, reveal d; | = 
What wou'd diſpleaſe, as wiſely hive conceal'd : 
Triumphs of War and Peace, at full ye ſhow, 

But ſwifrly turn the Pages of our Woe. 
Reſt we contented with our preſent State; 
Tis anxious to enquire of fatute Fare. 


That Race of Heroes is enoug! alone 


For all unſeen Diſaſters to atone. 


Let us make haſte betimes to reap our Share, 

. And nat reſign them all the Praiſe of War. 
But ſer th Example; and their Souls inflame, 
To copy out their great Focefathers Fame. 


be teen oe th te . G. br r tht the te B . . th . the 


| Alterations upon the Revival of this 


OPERA, wiz. 


Pag. 7. ACT II. Scene draws, and diſ- 


_ covers AM-rlin. 


I mu}, I will be watchful for the State of B=. 


gain 


In Honour to a long Illuſtrious Race, 
Whoſe future Glory riſes to my View. 
And fee that Fantom whoſe uncertain Look 
Demands Inſpection and my Art commands. 
What we thou Saint, of what Name and Order, 
. | | | 


G „ 
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Pag. 29, Line 25th. Merlin, thus to Arthur. 


And Lo, it opens to my wondious View 

A glorious Scene of future Amity : | 
After the toils of long inteſtine War 

Of Crowns ſubjected, and Religion chang'd 

A Scaffold bluſhing with the Blood cf Kings 

A Reign of many *# yrants- Reftoratj; In, | 
New Woes again an abdicated King | 
A glorious Stranger——barn for Reformation 
And Britain's Peace and Lo a little forward 
Where from the German ſhore a ſtately Horſe | 
Advances joining to our Britiſh Lyon | 
England date thence the whitet Hour of State, 
Thence in a gay ſucceſſive Order ſhine 

Peace and her g golden Train= nor Can the Eye 

Of long Futurity foreſ-e a Change 

But happineſs muſt laſt time Decay. 8 
(ves his Hand. MN 


Pig. 32. After the Song, Honour, thus 
„„ to Arthur. . 
Nor thou, brave Saxon Prince, diſdains our Tri- 
um hs, | 


Brerons and Saxons ſhall become the People, 


One common Tongue, one common Faith ſhall f 
bind 
Our Tarring Bands, in a perpetual Peace. | 


b 


E P T1. o G U E. 


By Mr.Drydes. Spoken by Mrs. Bracegirdl, 


| 1 E had to Day a Dozen Billet-Deux, 
1 Hen Fops, and Wits, and Cits, and Bowſlreet- 
Beaux; 
Some from Whitehall, but from the Temple more 
4 Covent - Garden Porter brought me four. : | 
I have | 


ſ v 


Cs 


Met hints I hear one cry, O Lord, forbear : 
No, Madam, no; by Heay'n, that's too ſevere. 


Bit ſwear hence ſor ward to renounce all Writing, 
And take bis Solemn Oath of my Inditing, 


Becauſe I dreamt laſt Night I had a Token ; 


The Super ſcription is exceeding Pret ry, 


Here's my whole Heart, and half a Guinea for 


And, which is worſe, have not one Rag of Money. 


EPILOGUE. 


I have not yet read all: but witl ont feigning, 
We Maids can make ſhrewd Gueſſcs at your Meaning. 
What if, to ſbcw your Styles, I read em here? 5 


Well then, be ſafe — 


As you love Eaſe, and hate Campaigns and 
Fighting. - 
Yet, Faith, "tis juſt to make ſome few Examples: 
What if I ben d you one or two for Samples? Ie 
Here's one deſires my Laayſhip to meet (Pulls out one. 


At the kind Couch above in Bridget-Street. 


Ob ſbarping Knave | that wou'd have you know what, 
For a poor Sneaking Treat of Chocolate. | 
Now, in the Name of Luck, I'll break this open, 


Pulls out another. 


To the Deſire of all the Town and City. 

Now, Gallants, yo! mut know this precious Foy, 

Is Foreman of a Haberd::ſher's-Shop : 

One who dcryoutly cheats; demure in Carriage 

And courts me to the Hily Bands of Marriage ; 

But with a Civil Innuendo too, 

My Overplus of Love ſball be for you. . 
Madam, I ſwear our Loks are ſo Divine, [Reag:r. 
When I ſer up, your Fa:e ſhall be my Sign; 
Tho' Times are hard: to ſhow how I adore you, 


you. 5 | | 
But have a care of Beaux, they're falſe, my Honey; 


See how maliciouſly the Rogue would wrong ye ; 
But I know better Things of ſome among ye. 
My wi ſeſt Way will be to keep the Stage, 


And truſt to the Good-Nature of the Age : 
And he that likes the Muſick and the Play, 
Shall be my Favourite-Gallant to-day. 8 


EP 


[SPILOGURE 
By Mr. Sterling. Spoken by Mrs. Giffard. 


Hich of us, think ye, Ladies, was moſt blind? 
J, in my Eyes; or Arthur in his Mind? 
He wiſh'd a Wife might ſee! nay more—aſflur'd me, 
That had I been born dumb, —he wou'd have cur'd 
_ Good natur'd Hero! moſt convenient Suitor ! [mer 
No Conjurer ! thy' Merlin was his Tutor! (heQor: 
Women, who've Tongues, tho' blind, have Pow'r to 
And without Eyes may read a Curtain Lecture! 
But—had I never got my Sighr—what then? 
Is there no way but one to come at Men; 
Faith ! Spouſe ſhou'd know, when in a Mood for 
had not loſt my noble Senſe of feeling; (Billing, 
Touch grows acuter, by the Loſs of fight: 
And Eyes in Bed—can vive us no Delight ! 
To my Good Man, now mark, what fine Excuſes 


; I might have fram'd, for corjugal Abuſes ; 


Indeed! My Dove! (for thus I'd take my cue) 
Indeed! I thought the filthy Man was Lou! 
Sure 'twas your Voice, and. - ſo, without reſiſtance 
© I but Injoy'd my Deareſt—ar a Diſtance! 


Thus while he fought for fame in Saxon Quarrels; 


Perhaps, he might wear Horns inſtead of Lawrels! 
Well !—Spite of all this Rout to Night, ſure no 
In ſpells, and potent Arts can vie with Woman! [Man 
For, charm'd to her inchanted Circle, woo her: 


Vou'll find the Devils themſelves are Aſſes to her! 


Tho! Sight, Taſte, Smell, groſs Touch, and Hearing 


Ladies their Loſs by a Sixth Senſe Supply ! (die, 


Our Agua Charta that! for Sages ſay, 
This tour Jout prete and never will decay! 

But Raillery apart !——in this bleſs'd Iſle, 
How rany ſhining Sorcereſſes Smile, 
Your Power to night exert, Ye generous fair; 
And prove what lovely Witchcraft triumphs there. 
is Yours our Merlin on the Stage to ſave, 

(A Royal Name proteGs him in his Cave ) 
Awe yan raſh Critics if rude Cenfures ris, 
By the reſiſtleſs Magic of your Eyes. 
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